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“Tract No. UI. (New Series) of the Society for the 
Promotion of Permanent and Universal Peace. 
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SKETCH es 


Miseries suffered by the Germans 
DURING THE SEVEN YEARS’ WAR. 


From 1756 to 1763, 


BY THE AUTHOR OF 


‘6 spEECT FEMALE BIOGRAPHY, COMPRISING MEMOIRS OF 
PIOUS BRITISH LADIES,”’ &c. 


‘¢ War, and ‘ the great in arms,” shall poets sing ? 
Havoc, and tears. and spoils. and triumphing : 

. The morning march that flashes to the sun, 
The feast-of vultures, wheu the day is done.” 





Wz are indebted to the narrative of a German clergyman 
for the following particulars of his personal suffering during 
the Seven Years’ War; they present a melancholy and re- 

'volting picture, delineated with all the energy of feeling, and 
all the simplicity of truth. 
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‘During this melancholy period, Field Marshal Fremer 
besieged Custrin with 70,000 men. One morning he threw 
from his battery a large quantity of bombs and fire-balls into 
the fortress, which, by nine o’clock in the forenoon, was 
consumed to ashes; many of the richest people have, by 
this, lost all they had, and been reduced to misery. I my- 
self have lost every thing; but I cannot think on my poor 
old parents without the greatest sorrow and anguish of heart. 
They have saved nothing—nothing in the world! for two 
bombs fell, one just after the other, into their house, so that 
there was hardly time to save my poor mother, who had been 
bed-ridden these three years, out of the flames. These, my 
poor parents, must now lie, night and day, in great hunger and 
cold, upon nothing but straw ina dark vault. What renders 
mine and their misery most deplorable is, that I cannot help 
them; for all my things, my linen, clothes, and 200 rix- 
dollars have shared the common fate; and I have now but 
one thin coat and two shirts left in the world. 

‘The other poor inhabitants lay scattered about under the 
ramparts, in great misery. The king of Prussia at last ar- 
rived, with an army of about 40,000, or 50,000 men, His 
people could hardly stand, through fatigue and want of rest; 
but when they saw the enemy near Zorndorff, and all the 
village round in flames, one spirit animated the whole army. 

«« A few mornings after we heard a terrible cannonading, and 
a farmer told us, that he had yesterday seen the king with 
his whole army. Upon this, our inhabitants desired me to 
set an hour apart for prayer. I shall never forget this de- 
votion in all my life. All fell upon their knees. Our chil. 
dren, even those of three years, lay round the altar, and with) 
the old people wept bitterly. When I looked on the poor 
little creatures, I was so affected, that for several minutes | 
could not speak. Even old sick people were brought, by 
their desire, into the Church. How sacred at that time, wa’ 
the house of God! 
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«¢ About three o’clock in the morning the Russians took the 
route to Landsberg. ‘They pillaged all the villages through 
which they passed, and used the ministers of Bragge and 
Neunberg most cruelly. This day the cannonading has been 
as brisk as ever, but, after fwenty-four hours’ hard fighting, 
the battle was decisive, and victory shouted in the Prussian 
army. General Fremer retired to Landsberg, after having 
ruined the country hereabout, so that it is no more to be 
known. In twenty villages there is neither man nor beast, 
and nothing is to be seen but dreadful desolation,—churches 
that have been profaned and destroyed,—barns that have 
been broken down, and lands laid waste. Heaven alone 
knows whether they will be rebuilt and cultivated again, for 
the inhabitants are partly dragged away, and partly mas- 
sacred. Seven of the most opulent and finest villages in 
the neighbourhood are on fire, and many of the poor people 
murdered, or thrown into the flames. A dreadful battle 
| was fought a short distance from us. One may imagine all 
the misery of life to be there united. The loss of the 
_ Russians was reckoned at about 20,000, and in all 36,000. 
The fire from the cannon did the greatest slaughter ; during 
four hours it exactly resembled one continued thunder-clap.”” 

Such are the fearful scenes which have been celebrated 
by historians, flattered by poets, and approved in senates ; 
but universal practice cannot alter the nature of things, nor 
universal error change the nature of truth. 

Imagine, reader, for a moment, the consternation which 
the approach of an invading army would impress on the 
peaceful villages in your neighbourhood. When you have 
endeavoured to realize the horrors of such a state, you may 
learn to sympathize with those unhappy countries which 
have sustained the ravages of arms. But what language 
can accurately pourtray such misery! Around you, are rich 
harvests, the bounty of heaven, the reward of industry, 
peaceful villages, cottages and gardens; lift up your heart in 


4 


gratitude to the Author of all mercies, that he permits you 
peaceably to behold and to enjoy them. In many lands, 
nay, almost throughout the continent of Europe, villages 
equally tranquil, cottages with industrious families, and 
fruitful gardens have been consumed, or trampled under 
foot. You who still are young must have heard these 
fearful doings from your parents; you who scarcely have 
passed the meridian of life may remember them. In one 
country the inhabitants were indiscriminately massacred, 
towns and villages were set on fire, beautiful. valleys con- 
verted into a wilderness, and not the vestige of a living 
creature was to be seen. In another, the desolation was so 
complete, that families accustomed to affluence and comfort 
were obliged to support a miserable existence by eating 
grass.* In another, opulent cities were taken by storm; 
through peaceful streets, shouts of triumph, and cries of 
agony were heard; palaces were sacked, houses pillaged, 
and every sex, age, and rank, were mingled in promiscuous 
massacre and ruin.f All this is opposed to the benign pre- 
cepts of Christianity ; the morality of peace is at variance 
with the precepts of war. The fundamental rule of the 
first, is to do good; of the latter, to inflict injuries. The 
former commands us to succour the oppressed, the latter to 
overwhelm the defenceless. ‘The former teaches men to 
love their enemies; the latter, to make themselves terrible 
even to strangers. Jeligion, the religion of our Divine 
Redeemer, will not suffer us to promote our dearest interests 
by falsehood; the maxims of war applaud it when employed 
in the destruction of others. While the Christian, a fellow- 
worker together with his God, is devising means to mitigate 
the evils, and to augment the happiness of mankind; the 
man of blood is revolving in the gloomy recesses of his mind 
| plans of future desolation, terror, and dismay. 





* Tn many parts of Germany during the late war. 
+ Napoleon’s Expedition against Russia. 


R. Clay, Printer, Bread-street-hill, Cheapside. 


- 

































































